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Jewish brothers of the world! As long as Fascism exists all
mankind is in peril. Our call is to warn you. Our appeal goes
out to you as a clarion call for resistance and vengeance. Let
every day bring you closer to the hour of reckoning with the
enemy. I^et the sacred flame burn brighter in your hearts with
ever}- hour. Let every minute find you ready for action.
You must do everything in your power to disrupt the economic
resources of the Fascists in whatever part of the world you are.
Penetrate into the most vital branches of the death-dealing
industries of the Hitlerites and paralyse them at all costs. Boycott
their products everywhere. Proclaim aloud everywhere and in
all tongues the outrageous atrocities perpetrated by the Hitlerite
cannibals.
Act with the noble self-sacrifice of the indomitable guerrilla
fighters. Not a single Jew must die without taking vengeance on
the Fascists for shedding innocent blood. Develop everywhere
widespread propaganda for solidarity with and active assistance
for the Soviet Union, which is putting up a heroic resistance to
the bearers of death and destruction. Mankind will be freed of
the brown plague. Your duty is to help to exterminate it. Do
your bit in this sacred war.
"To the Jews of the World," in Soviet War News, 1941.
The Fascists have drenched our peaceful fields in blood.
They slaughter innocent women, old men, and children. Hitler
is out to destroy learning and culture, to establish the Reich of
barbarism and to exterminate the Moslem faith. The Central
Moslem Ecclesiastical Board calls upon all the faithful to rise
up in defence of their native land, to pray in the mosques for
the victory of the Red Army and to give their blessing to their
sons, fighting in a just cause.
An Appeal by the Central Moslem Ecclesiastical
Board in the U.S.S.R., 1941.
I never had a chance to see Stalin at close range, only at
demonstrations, when we saw him a long way off, standing on
the tribune, looking just like he does in his portraits. Do you
remember, Gregory, how whenever we went for a walk on spring
evenings we always turned towards the Red Square, and longed